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fifty yards away, the crew of six, still clutching their
half-empty mess-tins, bolted like rabbits and dis-
appeared into a slit trench by the side of the pit.
The sergeant spat out the mouthful of food he was
about to swallow, as being the quickest way to get
rid of it.

" Cover ..." he echoed at the top of his voice,
but it was drowned immediately by the sudden barking
of all the Bofors in the area.

Crouched in their narrow ditch, tingling with ex-
pectation of their first dive-bombing ordeal, the six
men all peered upwards, curiosity stronger than any
other emotion, tense and breathing heavily.

Above the blue sky was alive with the white tufts
of the bursting Bofors shells. Thousands of feet
beyond the dotted screen the watchers in the trench
saw the leading 'plane do a half-roll and dive (so it
seemed) straight for them. Down it came at a terrific
speed, at the same time piercing the air with a maniacal
high-pitched scream that froze their blood, and for
the moment bound them petrified, staring upwards.
Then, as if on a common impulse, the six men hurled
themselves down, down, as flat as they possibly could
wedge themselves into the bottom of the trench,
seized with a double fear that for the instant deprived
them of all rational thought. Nothing mattered
except to hide themselves from this winged thunderbolt
that was hurling itself straight at their very hearts
from the summits of the sky. Nothing mattered but
to hide from this fearful nerve-shattering scream, this
demon laugh, that grew louder and louder as it came
nearer and nearer, searching them out, each of them
individually, louder and louder, high above the bark
of the Bofors, unearthly, diabolical.

" Gawd! . . . What's happening to us ? " said the
gun-layer with unsteady lips. He found it difficult
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